Germans beyond Germany

Enough! In the middle of the festivities I suddenly left
the place for a few weeks, despite the fact that a charm-
ing Parisian lady sought to console me; I excused myself
to Wagner simply by means of a, fatalistic telegram. In
a little spot called Klingenbrunn, buried in the heart of
the Czech mountains, I carried my melancholy and my
contempt of the Germans about with me like a disease,
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